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7m. Your money 
Torn. Villames, 
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QtAs -hey are (hiring, the Prince and Peine 
ft ft vpon them, 1 hey all? nine a way, and fal r > 
fjlaljfe after a blow or two runs away too, lea* 
' uing the bootte behinde them. 

Prin. Got with much ealc.Now merrily to horfe:the theeucj 
arefcatcered, and pofl'eft withfeare fo ftrongly that they dare 
not meete each othcr,each takes his fellow for an officer,away 
«^odNed,Falftalffeiwearesto death, and lards the leant earth 
as he walkes along : wert not for laughing I ihouldpitcie him. 


Paines How the rogue roard. 


Exeunt, 


Enter Hotjfur folut, reading a letter'. 

But for mine owne part my Lord , / could bee well contented to lee 
therein refpeB of the loue l bears your houf ? . 

He could be cotented, why is he not thenhn therefpeftofthe 
louche b.cares aurhoufe: he/howesin ttn.$,he loues his ovnc ■ 
ba^rne better then he loues our houfc.Let me fee lomemore. 

Thepnrpofe you -undertake is dander ous. 

Whythats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold , to (leepejto 
drinke,butl tel you(my Lord foolejoutofchis nettlcdanger, 
m plucke this flower fafery. 

The purpof e you Vnder take ts dangerous y the friends you haue named 
Vncertawejtbe timeitjelfe v»forted,a»d.your whole plot toolgbt for 
the counterpoife of fo great an oppofttion. 

Say youfosfay you fo.I fay vnto youagameyou area ili.il' 

low cowardly hindc, and youlye:what aiack<braineisthisfby 

the Lord our plot isagood plot, as euer was laid, our frienoe 
true& c6ftant:a good plot, good friends,& ful of expeftatio: 
an cxcellet plot,vcry good fiiends;what a froftie fpiritcd rogue 
is this?why,my LordofYorke commends the ,plot,& the gene 
rail courfe of the A&ion.Zounds & I were now by this raical, 
I could brainehim with Ins Ladies fanne .Is there not my a- 
ther, myvncle, andmyfelfe, Lord Edmund Mortimer, my 
Lorde of Yorke,5c Owen G1 endow er’is there not behdes the 


Dowglas'haue I not al their letters to meet me marines 


ninth ofthc next month, and are they noefomofthem e • 
ward already ?w hat a pagan rafkallis this,andinhdcl. a ») 

£h all fee now in very finceritieoffeare and cold heart, wilhet 
thcKing,andlay openal ourproceedmgeS .0,1 could m 
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Hettrie the fourth, 

v felfc Sc to buffets ,for mouing fuch a diih of skim milks 
with fo honorable an a&ion.Hang him, let him tellthe King, 
we are prepared- 1 will fet forward to night, Snterhis Lady. 

How now Kate, I mud leaue you within thefe two houres* 
Lady O my good Lord,why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A baniihe woman from my Harries bed; 

Tell mc,fweet Lord,what is’t that takes from t hee 
Thy ftomack,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the freih bioud in thy cheekes# 

And giuen my treafurcs and my rights of thee 
To thickeyd mufing, and curft melacholly? 

In my faint {lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard theemurmure tales ofyron warres, 
Speakctearmcs of manage to thy bounding fteed. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkc 
Of (allies, and retires, trenchcs,tems. 

Of pallizadoes,frontierS„parapets, 

Ot bafiiisks,ofcanon,culuerin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome,and offouldiers flaine, 

Andall the current, ofaheddy fight, 

Thy fpirit within thee hath bin lo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe, 

That beds of fwcat hath flood vpon thy brow 
Likebubblesinalate diftitrbed ftreame. 

And inthy face ftrangc motions haue apeard. 

Such as vve lee when men reftrainetheir breath, 

Onfome great lodame haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 
Andlmuftknowit,elfe he loues me not. 

Hot whatho, is Gilliams with thepacket gone? 

Ser. Hcis,my Lord,an home agoe. 

Her. HathButler brought thole horfes from the fheriffcf 
Ser, One horfe,my Lord, he brought cuennow. 

Hot. What horfe/aroane?acropearc,isitnott? 

Ser. It is my Lord, 
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